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enough damage already to our unity. It was more dis-
tressing to find the opening ceremony performed by a
Congress leader, Sardar Vallabhbhai Patel, the hero of
Bardoli and other agrarian revolts. I hated this en-
couragement which tended to increase friction between
the groups. Such group isolation was allowed to exist
even in sport, and the annual cricket series between the
Hindus, Moslems, Parsis, Europeans and the rest showed
that the antipathy between the communities was in-
creasing and that even sport was tainted with bias.
Incidents like these, however unimportant, were per-
petually pinpricking our national conscience.
At about this time, when I was in a despondent
frame of mind, the Bombay Chronicle decided to
send me as a war correspondent on a roving assignment
to the Middle East and Europe, leaving it open for me
to visit America if it was later possible. It was intended
that I should see the curtain fall on the war in Europe
and also how whole countries would start recovering
after five long and bloody years of war. This chance
of escaping from the frustration which I felt in India
and of seeing the outer world again in which, during
the last few years, so much had happened, was irre-
sistible.
"Escape" was the right word after six years of strug-
gle, both personal and political. Moreover, I had begun
to fear being swallowed up in the easy, stagnant life
of those around me. Though pleasing to experience,
this sort of comfortable living in the East with a hand-
ful of servants at our beck and call, comfortable apart-
ments to live in, too much food to eat and too many
social functions to attend, was somewhat unhealthy for
the mind. As each year passed, the power to resist this
easy way had become feeble, and I knew that unless